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“Not if Hobby Bas Bim ws inuch to

ta &8 Lo tninks he has!” A shaky

I amiile crussed the HBuake's lips
“This Il Jar b Anyway!”

Out of the Fresident's office they
sped, and to the upper flour once
more. The orchestra was playing on
in  highiy commendable fashion:
walters darted in snd oul the male
dining room, and there were Lrighter
nﬂu in the

balirovimn pow, and other
man seemed to be waxing the fiour
for the dancing that wis Lo come.
ey encountered Mr. Pollard’'s be-
ign

n and  seif-satlsfiod smile just
leaving the Iatier a

ment, und the
[ vanished at the sight of them.
i i ——

the master mind be-
gan angril

“Wal! Bon’t cuss yot!” the Snnke
“that ‘Il do In & couple of
minutes, Bomebody's 'hm-n_. mounkey-
inw with the safe, Hobby!

ow do yon know?"

¢ Just sild down to make sure it
was all right, but it won't open. We
rag through the combination five
times In sucoossivn k" —— =

“Qive me that combination, ass!
sadd Afr. Pollard

He ook It wind went to the safe. He
eould not oven It

He was working agoln, thig tims
with ine deft fngors and the quick
ear of the true artist, and with no
regard at all for the combination.
Pressutly the safe door flow open.

“Empiy!” choked Jumes Evans,

b (SO Mr. Pollard faltered,

sty enpty!” the Boalke repeated
bitterly, “Four milllon dollars gons
that we could have apent!™

Pollard summoned Bentino and or-
dared that the pollis force solve he
mystery of Lthe safe,

"hm he and his scared friends went
to the drawing reom to greet the
“Mye,” whi had just arrived. Pres-
ently dinner was announced. It was a
n.! to be remumbered. In tho midst
of the meal a waiter handed Mendes &
nﬂ% Mender read It and rose

“You will pardon me for a minute
~—parhapa for five minutes?” he askod,
“A friend walts for me, asking a mo-
ment's speech on & matter of busi-

-

bowed to them and hurried away

in wake of the *u.l’t:r. Son
Prese the same “/aiter

u:r‘:.vwith a note. He handed 't

’ -1'0111.0. who read and passed 1t to

Both excused themseolves and

ﬂl"” room.
po rose suddenly.
1 aympathize, yet we, to'c:l merit

gome consideration!” he stat Aatly.
“Hunger s gnawing within me; 1 ko
to persuade our friends to & swift re-
turn, even If & little force becomes

-
e airode out and slammed the
"fu‘:'iif- terrible ten minutes was

!
m will rmit, senor,” sald
na-n',m'*‘l -hallmuimdoﬂm to have
guoata prosont!”
W{h- room shook under the tread
which took lm to the door. The
lighting fixtures swayed as the door

" '!Aad tl:-ohlg:ohutn'a quit, too,”
Wﬂillm R chuckled "
¥ Pnldard shrugged impationtly
turned AWAY,
.Q"Wh“:; i ‘“.? erind the Bnake.
The gulding mind turned and atared
at him.
- ‘s what?" he snapped,
--z:w%r. roll of money, Rabby!"
m kot nnd"——
:{n“z"vﬂ:‘t was, It made a bHg
‘l-ulﬁ. there, Mr, !;vm-ra;n“ld exoitedly.
" ‘'t there any longe
hi‘lom utcal:d from his chalr, but hs was
pot even on his feet before Mr. Pols
lard’s hands had rln&rpoddhglir;nghﬂ:‘:s;
w dro an she
S Yo }:a hin ph‘:uﬁn fumbled: and
a small, thunderstruck yelp esca
Ttobert Pollard:
"lt" ‘?n:tIu s p”d
L'l A ro
2 Rd-gb; Willlam Hyan began quletly.
L] | —

“It did nothing of the sort. 1 had
that package (astened with safety-
pins till 1t was all but riveted to tga_a
eloth!™ Mr. Pollard sald wildly. "I
bought ‘em this afterncon for tl-.nat
very purposs an—Where's my gun?'

“and whers's mine?" the Snake de-
manded as his own fingers alid awiftly
into pockets. “And that little roll of

to the (floor,

money"——
Willlam Ryan, too, had tottered to
his fect. .
“Well, say—If it comes to that"—
né gaspod.

“Have you been cleaned out, too?"
the master mind asked thichlna

“Even my handkerchief, bby !
the Brute stammered. “I=—I dun-
no'—

“Took agaln, bath of you!"™

“1 don't have to look agaln the
Enolic faltered (n hewildarmant ot
stuck my piack of cards on tep of the
money,. and they're gone, too!®™

llard jumped to Fis feet.

“Wall, there scems Lo be 50 many
davilish funny thinks connected with
this hauppy little evening thut | think
we'll uike a sort of eyelonle personal
mvestigation right now!™ hoe stated
Jercely. “I'd hote to start anythin
brotal around here; but UL run tha
dinner off in goud shape yot or Know
tha reasun why—and Ul have the
cash buck before we sit down to It

gl
e gripped the knob and pulled.
The door of the state dinlng room re-
mained quite fust, He gripped with
both hands and pullgd onee more.
We're—locked in!™ he yasped,
“Are wo? Well, glmene 4 grip on
that knob,” grunted Willlam Hyan.
“There's no door lock in thia ceountry
@ ca 't smashl”

-

a whift of oooler alr brushed (heir
tayered faces Tiger-liks, with won- |
ﬂozfulw melodramatie effect, Mr, "ol
lard grouched wery low and, with
blade upraised for the et slash, slole
1o the doorway and ever pa cautiously
poered arcund the side for his fOret
vietim,

And, having dons 8o much aocord-
trie to the best precedents of similar
dangerous and thrilling siluations,
Mr. Pollard thrust his head quite |nty |
view and ross with a jerk, siepping
boldly Into the corridor,

The hollow sllence of a great builld-
ing, quite desortad, brooded over all

*“Well, what in ths name of com.
mon aenae does It mean?" he gasped,

“They're gone,” the Spanish Hrule
sald. brightly.

“Yuu, l==noticed that, BIL" his chiet
replied, with some ditticulty. “But"'——

i» broke off and sirode to the ball-
room door, and wiih a frightened
ginnos sbout they trotied after him.

“Dda't you inspect the whole house
thia anernvon ™

“Not the Kitchen,” the Bnake ex-
plained.

“We'll Inspect it now, then,” thelr
leader snapped. “Thers must be a
pantry somewhers near the dining
room—yes, over there. That's the
door, because that's where they were
all rushing in and out.” He twisted
the knob and threw It open, stepping
back cautpusiy—and again his caus
tion might have boen spared.

It was the pantry, so lar as that
went, Aged shelves, thick with dust,
te tifled to the fact, as did the bril-
limntly rusted sink in the corner. But
the only detall of the pantry which
hinted at bhuman occupation in the |
lust generation was the collection of
perfectly fresh clgaretie cnds all
about,

Dishes there wers none at all; of
Jee or napery, wine, cigars or sllver'
there was almost less than none, and
when ho Lad fully assimilated all be-
tore nhim Mr. Pollard's complexion
w4 a trifle paler,

Lightly as he had left them, the
Enake flitted back from a trip half-
way down the stairs.

“There len't & soul In sight down
there but one old man aslecp besids
the Presldent's oftice,” he reporied

awliftly.
“Who is be?"
“How on earth should T know?"

James Evans grinned bpervously
“He's all hunched up on a stoul; le
may be dead for all I know,"” the
Snake concluded pleasantly.

Mr, Pollard turned to the stalrs and
rivced lghtly downwurd, and as light-
Iy they came after him. An Ins'ant
ne paused to astare at the elderly
citlsen In the faded uniform, who
might have been sitting there since
the laying of the corper-stone; and
then rather eharily he shook the thin
shoulder~and the anclent person
blinked up at him and demanded un-
certainly:

“The—the senor desirea’’—

“Who are you?"' the master mind
demanded.

“l, senor?' The elderly geatloman
wakened fully and drew himself up
with some dignity. 1 am the firat
uvfticial maght-watchman of the palacia,
Aund you?

“I'm the new Prealdent of ths .{e-
publie,” Mr, Pollard explalned hastily,
"Where's the kitchen?"

“There Is no_ kitchen, senor,” the
old man said placidly, “In the weat
turret lHes the tiny room whers the
survant of our most honored president
prepures his breakfast and luncheon,
and even his dinner, they say, when
that is simple. But the kitchen, senor
~ay ds mi! that is but a memory,
There bas heen no kitehen sluce they

ped censed to uae the atate dining room in

the year 1886,
“Walt!" sald Mr. Pollard gently,
and gripped the thin shoulders.

‘““There s a blg dinner to be aervad
here to-night. Malbino, the caterer,
in serving 1"

“It Is true,"” the watchman rambled
on. "At 5 Malbino himself ap-

red, bringing many men and
askets and fowers. They worked—
ah, how they worked up there! At
7, senor, feellng hunger, | sought
Mulbino, and be laughed at me and
sald thers waa no food—lnughed as a
madman, afid would say no more, He
spoks the truth, senor, for [ searched
most carefully, Ellver—gluas—fow-
ers, yes, But no food."

nqo Qn-“

“And yet the dinner is over now,”
the old man sald, “for, wakening a
little while ngo, 1 saw Malbino's men
hurrylng forth on (iptoe with tables,
saw his musiclana going forth with
thelr Instruments—and thoy too
luughed. Thin I saw, senor, as 1 came
from & NAp In (e cabioel fwww, fui
I am an old man and must sleep at
times. One wonders at this"™

“1 give It up,”* Willlam Ryan mut-
tared. "Where's Iimmy ™'

The awift and silent §nake anawarad
the gquestion by appeidring suddenly
from the front snd of the corridor
His hands wers clenched, his lips wers
parted, and hin ayes seemad very
reund. e whiskad to Mr. Pollard's
slds and murmured!

"Come on! I've found something,
anywhyl"'

“"What?"'

“The reception poom, Robby!™ Mr.
Evans sald hoarsely, "You can look
It over nnd give the answer. mayhe.
1 can't”

Far no plain reason, his cold hand
maintained its grip on Robert Pollard's
arme s wll three stopped swifulv
ward tho entrance of the palace. ‘M

3
-

YoUR GINK ; SOMETHING
LIKE A MILLION THEY SAY ¢

AEte—

o GINK, DEAR
lga o@& ’ BOY. 1AM JusT
5 CALLING You uP

To TELL You How
SORRY | AM |
WAS OQUT WHEN
You CALLED -
COME HAVE
LUNCH WIT{ ME

-t

o

"'.Z:J-r-& e

halted, aimost fearfully, and pointed
into the small, Hghted room at the le
and Mr, Poliard halted, and »o di
Willlam Ryan, and side by side unz
louked Into the reception room an
exclaimed aloud, each according to his
dogree of culture

Nor was there any lack of details to
prompt exclamatons. Through the
once trim reception room & ansan
cyclons seemed "to have wended Its
merry way.

The dark, beautifully polished table
stood upside down In the near corner,
and of ita four legs two were alto-
Fether missing.

The lght settee too seemed to have
tried hultiing an er ress traln, and to
have fullsd utterly: It was crushed
squurely through the centre, and the
hialvea leaned disconsolately against
each other,

“You don'tees It all yet!" the Snake
whl\vmr«i “Look!"™

“What s that thing?' Mr. Pallard
muttered

“It's the funny red clgar Mendez
was smoking; 1 noticed the band and
the colar. “It's all lﬁunhud to puig
now, but—that's 1t. Now over here!
He drageed at his chief and pointed
behind the shattered sottes. I haven't
towched a thing, that's Perito’s shirt
bosom "

"“The LUOKE" = he

“Yeg, and that l.n‘l.‘nnll.l Look at
thisl" commanded the Snake, and
placed n finger on a ragged hole in the
plastered wall, “Look away in thers!
Ind you ever see that before?”

“Is that a smashed watloh?

“Yes, and It's Ferra's watch!®
James Evany sald earnestly., I know,
because I pinched it and looked It
over carafully and it wasn't worth
stealing, That's why 1 put It baock.
But it's his watch!™

Mr. Pollard nodded grimly,

“Thern's been a battle hers, Why
dldn’t we hear 1t7"

“"Hocausa that bunch of walters kept
tramping about and talking In the
hall thl after Damba sturted out,"” the
Bnake sald keenly, ““That's why.
Whoever did 1L gol 'am down here ons
by one and=kilied ‘em, froc: the looks
of things. But"

"All right!"” the guilding mind in-
terrupted with sudden decislon, as he
started for the door, “I've wseen
encugh to be convineed, Jim, We
won't apend any more tirie theorizing
here."™

lllh?ll

“Nix!" sald thelr leader, from the
oorridor,  “There Are too many belter
apols in town to think It out. I'll ad-
it frankly that this heliish palaclo
lan't um sale as it might be, whatever |
{'n-;: have deluded myself into think-
ng'"

“But why"

*1 don't know why and I don't care
& rap just at present!" Mr, Pollard
slaled, us 08 siarted upsiues,  Bul
If they've been decent enough to leavo
our hats and conts we'll st out of
this and try thinking 1t out!"

With fiata elenched he entersd the
little gubbyhole that had swallowed
thelr outer rnlment and switehed on
the light. Bome astonishment walled
up In him at the @ight of the three
black garments and the thres shining
hats above; he grunted and snatched
them down; and then so swiftly were
Mr. Pollard's nerves beginning to
strain under the events of the Iater
evening that he raced downstalrs
with his armload without risking cne
more ook about,

“That Hitle old hotel Is plenty good
enpugh for me" he sald, “and [ think
wa'll change our roams, too, beforg
wo g0 to bed, It mdy be silly, but—

Mr, I‘olllkrd.

e “what's that?

“Noiue one coming o & car-coming

“There's only ous of them
Him, & It?"
“Hentino!™
"1, senor!" the Chief of Secret Po-
llce coufessed.
bleeds, but—in thls aucursed country
there ia no peacel™

“It is the truth!
tongue might shrivel, senor, but it s
the truth,
worked too well this oight'

.

“Hecauso 1 have loarned that you—

I cannot tell you all, for | know next

Lo

planned to kill you and all conpecied
with you. My men are working with
the energy of demons L0 penstrate the
dopths of what as yet are but too re-
linble rumors; yet this much T myself

hn

them I cannot say, but Jose Lasta
and hiws bcnrt have bean commlssionod
to kil ;nu!

Ilwhu "

“Jone Lasta, the bandit—him thay
enll ‘the devil's father,’ senor—you do
not know him;
blood of hia
haa ravaged”—

FEmotlon choked hlm. Beatlno wrune
his handa,
curlous cAlm; he lald a hand on Ben-
tino's shouldar,

Well, don’t get excited; we'ra atill
alive,” he sald quietly.
safe apot In town for us?™

"“Thoere 1 no safe spot in Relampago,
penar,
will ba oacoupled hy ona or mors of
Jose's curas
mads all possibla apeed to you!
yond the eolty thers Is the old hruse

of

“In It safe?"

“Yen, senor."

“Can we got fo 1t

“1 have brought an automobile for
that purpose, senor.” sald Bentino,
und mopped his hrow.

1

not
his movementa lacked In grace they

here, too!" the Suake murmured.
and—eb!

crled the master mind,
lard asked,

“Far heyond the clly, senor,
safe,"” the chilef of pollce assire

"entino,
mind began—und ceased,

"Aud pow, senor, swiftly!"
tinog bronumJ

“Senor, my beart

“What?"
Would that my

I, an investigator, have

know, This way!™

‘Why 1* Ho tugged at

Kobert

three-—-are In danger, senor, Nay,

reluctantly,

nothing. But this ia certain; it In IHrough the lmpenetrable gloom

slruck stone; and hoe paused

which-—

vae made certaln: who s paying

Kate,

rising lnstant
B stekes W (he g lustantansously from

poor, helpless vietims he

hi tehe ]
Over Mr. Pollard cams & #h pitdheg words the laudast,

"Where's the wisiom In tearing his anatomy

slirods,
Before midnight every street

It s for thia T hava

Ro- that

of voloes in the blacknoas,

",
my uncle, who''—- altoitetier

ably by that geatlaman himmalf.
And In

light of a mateh;

t ls entirely possibls that panle 414

torn within five seconds,
neina Hobhert Pollard; yet what )

tain h)

le opened the door and pesred out,
and tarrifle blackness seomoed to flow
Into the machine as a viscous fduld,

“Where on earth are we?” Mr. Pol-

and
i,
It thin'"— Lhes master

Ben-
nto Pollard's ear, "For
with the demopn Laata, ote cannot

Pollard’s
sigova and the master mind followed

eyen  poering  usclesaly
His
font, altor the Hret two or three llm
Jorked bpok and aniffed the alr, There
was & fumillar quality to that alr

Feelk were scuffling about every-
whore; twenty hands desconded upon
Mr, Pollard’s form just as his ear
caupht the clang of &4 mighty lron

A crazy chatter of local Hpanish,
& hune-
dred throats, set his very brain to
revhing again—yet through all the din
Bentino's laugh rang sharpest and his

Qne terrifle wreneh Robert Pollard
gavo ul the hands, and subsided ab-
ruptly; with half the population, evi-
dently, bholding him, there was amall

w

Phiysically, then, he turned Hmp;
melitally ho turned to a wild boast. A
#narliing shriok of tury left him—and
tho dled out bofore the sound
that Aoated over the dwindliog chorus
It was an
too familiar mea song of
Cupt, Velvels, rendored unguestions

the gloom a flokearing
sguare of doorway wis picked by the
It settled to the
wteadlor youllow glow of a hand lan-

The captaln's song ceanod; the cap-
unelf apporared in A doorway

murely made up in speed an he fol- (hut Jdefined itae!lf instantly as the
lowed. Ha reached the black bulk mpon entrance of the Bpanish prisan,
of the machine just an Willlam Ryan Apnt he was wholly free from
umbied, panting, on the atep: ha sy okien and smiling contentedly as
urlsd Mr, Ryan aside amd writhed o appronched the telo and looked
In, to trip over the sarambling form (heo over carefully.
of Jamiea Evans and ~lash into the “That's them, {iaullnn." he msald
carner of tha seat, And now thoe plesunntiy, and patted the little brown
Bruts woas healds him, and Bentino pan's shoulder,  “That's certaloly
had followed, slamming the door wnd (hem! Take "em right inl"

crying saoftly:
"“The
menor—pull
many lighta!"
He set the example, and Me, Pol.
lard obeyed without questlon; and tha

eurtaln at

your window,
it down,

for wa paasa

(CHAPTER VIII.
Day After To-Morrow.

% shock which Jars spesch

maghine, bounding forward, reaied complately oul of tim finer
vialantly Into the broad avenue an human organiam does not
gltheu-d spead amazingly.  After o noconsarily strike dumb the
N [Eiautse the o Fagerely sopest person_of coaraer _fibro
comprahend!” Bentino statsd feeling- Hence, when Willlam  FRyan had

1y.

"Wa ara hare safely!" hurlod sz dark-complexionad,

uni
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HOW WOULD YOU LIKE A SHIPLOAD OF GOLD ?

THAT WAS THE STAKE THEY PLAYED FOR IN

THE DEVIL’S ADMIRAL

BY FREDERICK FERDINAND MOORE

“THE DEVIL'S AUMIRAL" s nost week's conygdete novel in
THE EVENING WORLD

It ina stirring tale of treasure and piraey, wilh an American hero
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formed individuals to the cold stone
and discoversd that elghteen fresh
onea were laylng bands on him, he
consed struggling and put forth his
surplus ensrgy in a bellow of rage:

"Hey, youl Yes, you—y'old hot-alr
marchant! I want'—

SR asld Capt., Velvet, and theres
was that in his sys which caused
Willlam Ryan's tongus to cleave to
the roof of his mouth, *I dom’t
wanter hear one word mors o' that
talk! Understand met I was plan.
nin' to leava you three togeihor, so's
you could talk It over and think IL
over, agd mebbs do o little real re-
pontin’ befors—oh, wall, never mind
that part just now,"” the captaln sald
conulderately. “Hut I aln't going to
ba bothered with that nolss o' yours,
becauss wa goi a gulllotine down In
the bottom dungeon bere!™

“Yah?' bawled the Spanlah Drute,
and his sinful eyes aneered most of-
fansively. “Waell, I dunno what the
poor guy did; but I'll bot he's lono-
oent If you looksd him nn down there!
And I wantsr tell you"——-

YHULY sald Mr. Pollard, as lamps
began to twinkle out all mround the
courtyard of the prison—and to save
himselt he could not still the tremble
in his volce—"& Kulllotine's & machine
tor cutting off people’s heads, wod be
—he might not hesitate to use It"

“It's a-—-what?' gasped Willlam
Iyan, even an new abuse would have
luft him.

“No, 1 dunno whathar they're fools
enough to Oght any more or nol,
Tonio,” the good ocaptain waa saylng
to the litte man ln the more ornm-
mental uniform. “Y' can't tell any-
thing about these thres.' He turued
unemotionally to Mr. Pollard. *“You
wanter walk in there, or be carrled?”

CWe'll—walkl!” the gulding wind
ghuked,

“Thon just trot right along afiar
me, and remombar that 1've ordered
eul & company of the regular army
for this happy occasion, wnd they're
right behind you," chuckled Captali
Velvet; and William Ryan wondersd
hasily what had becoms of the senile

cackle of only last oumn?. 1 guens
‘ou Know the way, Iobby? W

eral
Hwnming, he strode forward with
lantern swinging carelesaly. And

they followed, not a0 mueh because It
wis Lhelr dearest wish as becauss nn
astonishing abundance of fxed bay-
onets had cropped out of the night
and was prodding thets forward

Bayonets, Indecd, seemed o bo the
piludvinsimting HEmE g! the nusar
wtune room beyond the fArmt corridr
bayonets too cams aear to disputing
with thotih (ho passpge beyond, as
Capiain Velvet tramped to the gate
Wiy at the hend of the stales and
Mr Follurd's leoscold heart scratohed
piteounly ar the soles GF his whoos
and bogued fur relvasy

For ne matiers stonl, thera cuuld ba
an Hitle doulbt whout thelr loumedinte
destination as thers wis wbout thai

uw'iimate fate, KFven now the oaptelin
had utiiocked the gate il was 4t tha
bottums of thm alippery stons Hight
wven now, ax the damp resl cose o

wreat thein and their Inssnsats feat
whid anbout on the slhimy wiepm, the hid
don yolee of last pight stirred (o life
in the distant passage and burat into
viIiAgathon no less than hidesus

Tha army trod after him, ex-

viol changing ovmments whioh may have
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i They wera in. The gale clanged
and 1he keys rattied,

“You'll find some bread and water
lin there and & oandle on Lhe tabis,
ool matebhiea? Light il up, then,” said
aplain Veivel, and humimad on while
William Ryan's phaking hands extin-

wished Ave separats matehos befors
:- could Lring the sixth to the oandls
with,

The Caplain ralecd A“I‘I' l‘.n‘l;::‘\ s:t

nmtynly. " 0
:.::-Inw 4-1:’1 " he refledted, with &
goutle ehuckle. *1 mea you when you
wont Inte the palacie to-night, sad

you ln:qiml real nloe'

I!"

"(I?!. I was right thare, sitiin’ In
the reception room, with the eht

turned out, you blitherin' fool!" Cap-
tain Velvel sald, wa mly, "mh:‘
ginger] Nefore | leave you to thin
1t over, 1 want you should get it out
of your muddie heads that you Iud
me puzgled with any of 1t 1 don't
supposs onn of you's perntched hie
head since youw've besn in lown, but
whnt {Us been reported to me inaide
of ten minuten.  Why—conanen f !
Did you think you were really tool -7
mo? he cried, hotly. “Wall, hare
Laoak!™

{s hung his lantern o the hook
ha:'urn thelr oell and dived into his
pockets, and his hands eame fo
full. snd he extended them, breathing
heavily. They held, aainly, money-—
Jousn money and money in packelts,
with twe tight little rolla bealdes—
b. three brand-new mutomatio piae
tols and a pack of cards and & mis-
eollany of amall articles, nll now, all
familiar, wers thers as well,

The nstricken ‘trl:.d m;?"u" pe

s captain oontin
T ot e, Robby, 1 woulda't have
lat you ateal all that ww
earry on the way you have i t
been sur o' gotting it all bnok. These
walters wers reformed pickpockets—
threo of ‘eni—and tho rest were l,-
toctives, It didn't see i & If you'd
any more'n got ug-lmn.m they

rought this down to
" Hn'unhuom his lantern and leansd
ons hand for A moment on the bars of

olr cell door,
m"’l knew 1 had a few enemies In
this republic,” lie stated, “but I had no
{des thers ware ns MmMARY &8
They'll naver make no more trouble
now; but it 4id bother ms to feol they
were around, aml'rlml'n‘ad ‘t&'ﬂlid'r:::

ere, 'n

price o . That's why

mush rope, itoblb
i’ Illl.‘rl..ﬂ the president and the oabinet
o let ‘emsalves be fired panceful
lat you ateal the whole dernsd coun-

tey—for one day!*

“Ab, mo out an' tell
Nghthouse!®™ rumbled awfully
Willlam ltyan. “If some ©
lel you outer this box"—

) wasn't in that box more'n ten
minutes, you blamed idiot!” the oAp-
tndn sald warmly, “There’s fiva sels
o Koya to every lock in this Jall, and
overy man, women and ehild In this
ropablic's my pussonal friend, outslde
of them five fools and you three ohn:
crooks, Huy, dld you honestly thin
you eould fool ma? Why, I've had o
reximent of men tralling you since an
hour after you landed, and not ona o
you had brains spough ' see ‘eml

“My Lord, Pollard!  'When you was
kneeling thera on my and mo
wide awake and derned near bustin
tryin' t* Koop my face stralght, the
four bost shots in Santa Chanza were
wlanding in the next room with thair
rifles aimed, walting t' soe it you'd
really start proanin® that trigger—and
not one o you had braing enough Lo
guonn they wera theral

“firains! Why, there aln't anough
brains in your three heads t° fill the
pkull of one gnnt sa's it wouldn't rul-
tio some! By gingor!” conoluded the
captain, and atraightened angrily, "1
enn't look &t you no more ‘o’ keep my
temper!™

Mis lantern popped ont of their
Aazed wvimlon. Capt, Valvet's steps
pasand down tha eorridor, rousing
dull echoes, In the Alatance the peev-
ish person raised his blood-chilling
volos and sent feabls curses Aoating
through the dark waym.

And Im the damp. unhealthy oell,
minute after minute, thers waas utter
allencs. The Snake had hunched on
the edge of & bare bed, motionisss, his
head In his hands. Willlam Ryan, his
tosth grinding, clutehed the bars of
their door and tugged insanely for a
Mitte. Near the ineMelent eandls Mr,
Pollued merely stood limp—yet he It
wan who finally lroke the deadly still-
neas with n gasping:

"Damn him! Damn him! Damn®™—-

The Spanish Nruts turned on him
auddenly,

“Yen! What a fat lot o' gond that
does now, doesn't 1t be asked bit-
torly.

that t' tha
from
hadn't

aer e

“Hobby ahy couldn®t vou 'a" listans)
when we tald vou vou were erney ™’
William Ryvan asked piteoualy, “You'd
olghter Know a lunatie never knows it
Mirawlf 1% Dils friends that get wise
’1}1' ”

"Yon and vou could have found 1t
ant for voursdf if you'd stoppnd lone
epough 1o think you were trvine (o
trien that!™ the Bnuke contributed
suvnpely

“And ppother thing, when we had

that roll from the funny five—thar was
the thme te blow'™ the Hrute chokad
nn I sadidd it iy sadd ittt But,

you had ta go an with the braln-
storm and ey -

YA rigbt. throw me down bheonuse
I wiivped up on a higk thing"” thelr
muster mind sald tartly. "M it had
kone through you'd have bean the first
two W erab the credit for I

!

and bry cthiesaly, “When | think that
Dolly'd ook at Juctl ime and™s——

“Ind ¥y ou tall hert™

I may—no!  Cortainly not! Not
W word!™ the Mnake axploded,

“That's one e and che reason for
wur being  here,* Mr, Pollard asld
angrily, “How abo: . you, HUTY i
»Appims you felt  ald upon to blaat

out e Carmen that wn were o
Bnish Velver L) time? What

"Weu. about Ca men, now"——ihs
Wrute began, stifny,

“INdg yeu? thunde. 4 tha master
mind,

“Why—it's possth’': st [ may
have mentions' someth g hm—m
in the way of making conversa
like,” th- Hpanish Brute ¢ . miser.
ably. "“Hul, on the level, Robhy, &

young lady |, Carmoen wouldn't"——

“And that' wo're hara# Mr.
Pollard ahriekec, unreasonably. “As
AOON an We wers out of that devilish

Bouwe last nlght thoss Lwo sat down
and told him all about t—ali the
truth and whatc er hlp-hn rot
yuu werg able to Invent,

“Yon, and now how about the

blavk one with the bly a"H'?l:*_ :

How about her—h (h?™ .o

oiferated.  "Hhe didn't pump " -
d 1 Nol Notin a mitllon 1
know how you can talk

bul thelr v¥.. n: vou. Robby,

.nh-t.-' groatest little batter
the b \
“That's enough!” thundered the
gulding intelligence, -
“It's oo muchl!™ the Hnake cor-

rected.  “She's the one that 4id It

m‘: '.':' maybe can:‘um—l don't know
abou Dolly never avas
in this! wtr--

darned

James Evans contemptuotaly.
"Dn{.l;‘ promised me .w'ﬂ.-m ay
a word™

In & way, he ssemed to stun them.
Minutes passed bafore Mr. Pollard's
short laugh and his Incred| bitter:

“Wo may just as wall face the truth
o o had wh o domadnd
]
they did It. We"'—

any of that
‘pah!" stuff when 1 mentlon Delly,
elther!"” Mr, Evans Insintad,
“'rh? t us into this and"—— y
“And if anybody ru us out of i,
i1l be Dolly—take It from mel™ the
Hnake informed them,

Ha stop Steaps ware approach-
ing, and they walted breathlesaly for
~they knew not what. Tantern- t
eame, too, and with It a »l P,

harmiess-appearing young man in
soldier's uniform, with a rifle sver his
shoulder. The lantern he s
from tha hook, and he wom
movad on but for Mr. Pollard’s Kentle:

“Who ths dickens are you?

“Pito, senor!”  The soldler paused,

“AR ‘oF the spacial gward to-sigh

0 s spacial gua 0+ r

epank nnnm.'?‘:h- soldiar assured
him. ““They ware plcked so that they

could Haten to the conversation of the

imprisonad sennran and roport to our
venarnted Captain Velvet, r

"Well--what's ha n
un™ Mr. Pollapd Vll‘l‘:‘ll‘:d}. e, .

"“T'he senor refers tg the sentenca?  «

"“Yea™
"You are ta ha shot at
senor—all threa!" the soldier

lnrb.i
him palitely, o

""::b-nomw'r" gnaped NMobert Pol-
“*The day after, sanor, or so 1 -
darntood,” aald thelr guard, and l&‘l:-
od hin rifla, "It In not permitted to
Narnm. u:‘i‘;h the imprisoned. "
mow on thres
nighit: ha halted and mmzﬁt.h:;gtﬂ?lt
rinking threa paces in the other di.
rection sfnsn he faced wbout agd
passad thailr doar just an Mr. Pollagd,
reeling through the gloom, elutched
w:u:t: In:‘an‘- l;ﬂll‘llllt form.
o're one—~for, "
ﬂp”nnllh Rrute mon‘:wd. Sl W
Yen. wo—wo—no! P'm Aamned 1f

wa'ra done for!™ the gulding mind *

erIJul lmn;:lv.
ames Fvans mersly lan
1t GM'P. 1-drandl'l.ll Illllﬂ,". whad,
Mr, Pollard's eves glittered furtons-
I¥: hin hands were claws of stesl as
he reached out and Aragged tham
closar to him: and naw foros radl.
nl:_‘_‘lrhfrnm him an ha hissed:
ari'n one thing t
i B that old fool
“\T\'hhnl?" the
“The United Htates of b
declalmed the master m(:ndf‘m“'\sg:'t- .
ever wea've done, we're American eitl-
EenA, and wo've a right to demand the
protection of the fMlag, And we'll An-
maad (b—and we'll get it, h b
Aare kill ys—and hy‘ IR
oven keeps us locked up hers we'lll |
have o fient down here that'll bias:
thin hole of § country off the m .
why in blaees
hefira ™ gasned Mo
raced hack 1o the Anarp

"It s fortudden®
aolilier Bogan, their private

“Thin lsn't! Have you got a panatl .
AN a plega of papor-- wny old naper,
W card, an envédlope—~anything?

“Hut, yes!™ their guard said kind-
I¥, sl set hin rifle aunlnat the o
ittty wall an he  searchod
Menor will make bWis will, | | not?™

You bet it an't!" sald the master
mind as he snatchad the pencil and
A rympled lotter and tore hack to the
dusty table,  “Hera, look! Listen!"
ho hissed s he wrote: T el
Htaton Consul, Relampago-—8ir; ﬁ.
thies innocent American oltiaans, ape
tmprisonsd In the Spanish jall,

Ballepd o
“Titalw

u

wa are o ba murdered, For ‘"

snko wot quickly!" That hita t w

pall on the h ” =
(Te Cuntloued,

-

fools!” *

k]

L

Hnnke asked blankly, "

thinder! (f ha »

A1an't 1 think ob- Rl

“The -




